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Beast

My husband and I have always enjoyed sharing ourselves with strangers. It doesn’t work for everyone, I get that, but it keeps our sex life fresh. I’ve always loved the feel of strangers coming inside me. On special occasions. Especially when my husband is watching me be used by another man. Or men.

For a while now, though, swingers’ parties and threesomes where we meet someone in a bar and take them home (male or female), have started to feel a bit stale. Vanilla, even.

I’ve known about Glory Holes for a while but I’ve never gone in for sucking some pissed guy’s cock in a pub toilet. Again, I get the slutty sense of degradation – and I do love to be a slut – I just don’t like the smell of public conveniences. Also, getting a really good fucking through a hole in the wall, always looked a challenge unless the guy is hung like a pit pony. 

Then we got an invite through the post that I wasn’t expecting. It was from a pretty cool couple who we know from the ‘scene’, who we also knew ran the glory hole nights I drew the line at.

This invite seemed different from the start. Like nothing I’ve ever come across.

‘Beasts Orgy’, it announced. And not a lot else – just an address a date, time and RSVP email.

The card it came on was thick, gold edged, and the envelope handwritten in a confident female cursive. It felt exclusive and classy – given what it was advertising.

‘We should go,’ said my husband, looking over my shoulder in the kitchen. This sort of thing always turned him on, and I could feel his cock already getting hard against my thigh. 

‘Hmmm,’ I said, wondering what it could be about. ‘I guess so.’ I ran my hand down his flat stomach and across the thin cotton of his sleeping shorts. The head of his short, thick cock responded like a good boy. 

‘It’s an expensive part of town, might be fun to see how the other half fuck,’ he breathed in my ear.

Anticipation is part of the fun and I could feel my own crotch responding to the thought of getting pumped by rich dick whilst licking well-kept pussy.

‘I guess it’s a date, then,’ I said, turning and dropping to my knees as I pulled down his shorts in one practiced movement.

Who doesn’t like a blow job before breakfast?

Two weeks later, I was lying flat on my back, my arms strapped to a bed and my legs attached to a bar overhead that meant my freshly-shaved cunt was fully exposed and – with any luck – beginning to open up nicely for all to see. I was already a well-trained whore wife. But little did I know, I’d need all the years preparation to step up to what was coming.

I’d already had two nice hard ‘cocks’ explode inside me and a fourth – the meatiest so far – was beginning to build a rhythm that made me sure another orgasm was building deep inside me.

These men’s ‘cum’ covered the sheets, my labia and pooled under my arse.

Rarely, so early in the proceedings, had I felt so open or slick. I turned my head to see who was next in line.

Like all the others, they were wearing an elaborate mask – this one a werewolf. Their torso was stripped naked, so I could see it was a girl with taut breasts and large, pierced nipples. She turned to strap on what I assumed was a dildo. But the area away from the line of silk-sheeted beds was in darkness, so I could not see what it type it was. 

We had arrived less than an hour ago, I guessed, but things had hotted up rather rapidly on arrival, where we were given champagne in impossibly long flutes by bare-breasted acolytes in white hoods, and divested of our clothes by the male bulls who were tasked with warming us up.

Our own men were told to be patient as they watched us girls being strapped to comfortable beds and I could see them now at the edge of my vision. Unlike a lot of these parties, they were allowed to film, which many were doing. I did hope they could see everything.

The bull – who can’t have been more than twenty – currently fucking me increased the depth and weight of his thrusts, so I could feel his youthful balls crushing my labia I had shaved the night before. ‘Yes,’ I breathed and he lent down to kiss me full on the mouth and to grapple my breasts. That tipped him over the edge. he came with a grunt and a lot more come than I was expecting. He kept pumping, as it squeezed out between his veined shaft and my puffy vulva.

‘Thank you,’ I breather. And meant it. 

By way of an answer, he slid out of me, bowed and turned without a word.

Well...

I turned my head and saw that the girl next to me was already on her first female lover. This one was wearing a Puss in Boots disguise and had on a slim strapon, with a large ‘knot’ near the base and a clear plastic line that ran to a test tube full of fake cum. As she thrust harder, she expertly squirted a small series of jets of cum. This lubed up the strapped-down milf next to me, enough for her to eventually take the whole thick knot into her hole. Four strokes like this and the older woman came, her heavy, sagging breasts shaking almost as much as her splayed legs.  

At this point the cat lady fucking her gave a theatrical yowl as she squeezed the bulk of the cum down the knotted dildo as half a litre of thick cream cascaded into my neighbour’s cunt
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